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Celebrating Nikki's birthday wasn't exactly convenient when, these days, Mick lived a couple of time zones away. 
Whatever tropical paradise he'd decided upon to host his birthday party - which was sure to outshine 
Tommy's, it was expected of him - Mick wouldn't be joining him, Tommy, Vince and John. His time was his own 
now = not out of spite, but in truth he hadn't entirely recovered from the rigors of the stateside Stadium 
Tour. 


So Nikki had appeared although with fair warning, two days now ensconced in Mick's domicile. He wouldn't say it 
had been a fuck-fest, so it was good they had a lot to talk about, like rehash of the summer tour. Mick's solo 
album was in the final stages of post-production, all done in his home studio, and the man was leery enough of 


it being stolen or hacked that he had hired 24/1 security. He let them all have the days when Nikki stayed 
with him off, though. And all but the exterior cameras were temporarily disabled. 


It was not a yearly tradition, not since the late 40s, but any time they'd been able to meet up alone around 
Nikki's birthday, they had their own set of rituals. Foremost: just like any big kid, Nikki loved presents. He 
always wanted them, or hints about what he was getting, early. When he couldn't be there on his actual 


birthday, he could still make a nuisance of himself on any day of the year. 


"Please?" Nikki asked for at least the tenth time that day. He didn't specify please what, but they both knew. 


Currently he was bouncing on his toes, an abbreviation of one of his stage moves. 

"No" 

"Pleeeazzzel?" cajoled Nikki. 

"No." Mick could be implacable, and at the moment he wasn't taking any bullshit. 

In all these years Nikki still hadn't figured out how a man almost a decade his senior and two-thirds his size 
could get him wrapped, not only around his little finger, but in chains, cuffs, or headspace at a single look or 
word. He was teetering on the edge of that now. One more whine about opening his present early and. 

"Aw, C'mon, babe.. It's my birthday." 

Mick took off his reading glasses and set them deliberately aside on the end table. Nikki knew better than to 
trot out the throwaway nickname he used for his various females on Mick, whose eyebrows quirked under his 
long, black bangs as he folded his newspaper just so. "Not yet, it isn't. Do | need to remind you that you have a 
birthday every year? What makes you think | got you anything early?" 

"Well, you always have." 


"Entitled brat." Mick went still, almost frozen. "If you're going to insist.” 


Nikki's face grew warm, knowing he had provoked annoyance there. For some stupid reason, he was almost 


proud of himself. Still, he bowed his shaggy head an inch or two. 


"Go for it, then. Find it, open it, get yourself off. Whatever.” The change in posture was strangely formal, for 
indifferent and dispassionate written all over Mick's expression. The problem was, open what? Where? Was Mick 


sitting on it or something? Was he referring to his dick”? Nikki hadn't thought that far ahead. 


Oh shit, he'd fucked up, was Nikki's next thought, only he'd done it on purpose, hadn't he? Disappointment that 
Mick hadn't called him out on his behavior and punished him for it hit the pit of his belly. He didn't like it. 
Lowering his lashes, Nikki turned to exit the room in a direction that felt opposite from whatever gift waited 
for the proper day. 


"No one said you could leave. In fact, | think | gave you an order." Mick's whip-crack comments caught him by 


surprise. 


Thinking that over, shifting from foot to foot, Nikki turned back around and drew a few hopeful breaths. "Is it 


open to interpretation?" 


The sly little grin that meant he was pleased curled the corners of Mick's mouth. "Sure, more interesting that 
way if | know you. What do you propose?" He crossed his legs, which Nikki didn't miss. He was feeling a little 


warm again, lower down. 


"You said, and | quote, ‘Go for it, find it, open it, get yourself off, whatever: How about if | take off all my 
clothes, prep - open - myself, and then we both go for it?" suggested Nikki, pitching the most seductive tone 


he could produce when not already naked. He let his vest slide down his arms and fall. 


"You gonna fuckin’ be good for me, the next few days?" Mick inquired, peering up at the bassist, a slow burn 
smouldering in his big blue alien eyes. He blinked, and as with many times over the years, Nikki was sure he 
saw the lids close and open again sideways. Nah, couldn't be; had to be a trick of light and shadows. 


But on with the business of baring his body. Nikki threw at him saucily, along with his tee-shirt, "Like, no 
begging?" 


"Never said that." 


Of course he hadn't, because Mick liked it when Nikki got desperate enough to beg for sex (or anything else). 
He'd been the one who'd taught him how, after all. 


Nikki carried lube on him at all times, another thing he'd learned early on from his guitarist. Dropping it to the 
floor, he unbuckled his belt. A Pavlovian response to the motion prompted swelling in his pants, barely able to 
push them down before his dick expanded in length and thickness and rose to greet the air. Mick leaned 
forward to lick the tip. It was a near thing, his hips pitching forward but Nikki resisted the urge to grab his 
hair and sink into his mouth. Before long, Nikki's body was nude and sweating, his thighs beginning to shake as 
he knelt down on the floor and twisted one, then two, then three slippery fingers into himself under Mick's 
heated blue gaze. 


"Please." The word was almost a sigh, but it came out gutteral and dirty, too. 


"What again?" Mick's feet were bare; his black-lacquered big toenail made an icy-hot line up the underside of a 
hard, veined, upright tell-tale. 


"Yes," hissed the kneeling man. "Promise I'll be good for you! Please can | have my present?" 


Moving so silently Nikki caught only the brush of leather and the zipper going down in an unmistakable sound, 

Mick was behind him. Amazingly strong fingers gripped his wrist and pulled it so he was no longer penetrating 

himself. Then Mick was, his clothes chafing Nikki's over-sensitized skin, powering through a half-stretched ring 
muscle and into oiled heat. Being filled full pushed out a lewd moan, and he backed his ass up for more. 


While he was the one on the bottom, Nikki liked to imagine what Mick must feel like pounding into him. They 
were half a head height difference in the beginning, though Nikki always had the heavier and more powerful 
build other than when he was totally strung out. Mick kept shrinking a little at time and he was rail-thin these 
days, yet somehow it added to rather than diminished his personal power, at least as far as Nikki was 
concerned. How did Mick feel about all that? They'd never talked about that aspect, he realized, something Nikki 


planned to remedy when his role was something other than spoiled plaything. 


Their games could get elaborate at times but Nikki liked this best, no frills and all thrills; he spread his knees 
wide and let Mick work his magic. It never got old, the perfect girth, depth and angle; their balls swinging and 
spanking together; fingernails digging into his hips to pull him ass-first into Mick's groin. They both groaned like 
foghorns, deep and dark. Frantic to get off, Nikki tried to ride from below but he got smacked for that, too. 
"You follow my lead," the lead guitarist gritted from behind clenched teeth, pumping in and out as fast as he 
could manage. At times like this, adrenalin almost overcame the pain in his core. They could both admit that 
Mick didn't have the physical strength he'd once had to bang Nikki through the floor but the moves were 


almost the same. 


His full lower lip traced velvet trails over Nikki's tattoo-covered back While Mick muttered filthy praise under 
his breath, he gave in to gravity and draped his torso there, which freed his hands to tweak nipples and and 
stroke all the other hyper-sensitive nerves. The bassist lived to be called a dirty cock-slut while getting jerked 
off and his ass slapped and fucked as long as he also got told he was beautiful and precious, a perfect celestial 
angel, pure in his love. And he was; the praise came like blessed rain in a drought. Mick never withheld his 


words nor his cum. 


The only warning was Mick rearing back and ramming him hard a final few times. Nikki grunted with each 
thrust, a caveman response to the rough rutting. Feeling the silky load spurting into him and filling him fuller 
yet "like the cum-dump he was, straight from the far side of heaven" set Nikki off. His balls burned, heavy 
with unreleased seed. Helpless to hold back, he opened his mouth and howled as he spilled onto the hardwood 
floor below him. All his life he'd felt cursed, born under a bad sign. Mick's affirmation of his dual nature 


fulfilled him as much as the sex. Or close enough. Or maybe more. 
Messy, sticky white splatters made, Nikki sluggishly finished cleaning the floor and Mick - with his tongue and 
not necessarily in that order. They exchanged nods. Neither was so good at the afterglow phase - Nikki would 


ramble on disconnectedly and Mick was prone to clamming up. Therefore, Nikki was surprised by Mick speaking. 


"I've got something for you, actually.” 


Nikki sat back on his heels. "Yes, | know, and | have to wait." He wasn't exactly pouting, not when he was glowing 
on lingering endorphins like he was, but the SoCal vocal fry which always tended to make him sound sarcastic 


made it a near thing. 


"You can have it now. It might help you with.. control." Mick trailed off in a leading tone. If he accepted, Nikki 
was sure, he'd probably be sorry in all kinds of exquisitely torturous and pleasurable ways. Like when Mick had 
given him that damn shiny metal CBT device in 2019, or the horrible Victorian medical speculum in ‘08, or the 
vibrating buttplug way back in ‘85. He didn't only give Nikki sex toys as gifts, but such would inevitably turn 
up, with the unspoken requirement that Nikki had to try them out. Did Mick really think he'd fall for it again? 


Aw, he couldn't help it. However old he got, Nikki's curiosity still got the better of him. "Well, where is it?" 


Oh, yes. Oh, nol A shit-eating grin appeared on Mick's face. In his right hand, pulled from far under a couch 
cushion, the bane of Nikki's existence. He took it, opened the box, looked it over with creme de Mick still 
dripping from his hole - he knew very well what it was. Crafted of either platinum or titanium, it looked like 
half a q-tip but thinner and longer, a vaguely birdcage-shaped, polished filigree dome over the opposite end A 
setting of emerald, onyx and moonstone jewels decorated the top of the dome. Combination cock plug, cock cage. 
He'd never worn one before and it scared the shit out of him just to look at the part designed to penetrate 


his tiny slit, despite the aesthetic beauty. 


The high-pitched giggle reserved for Mick either really stoned or feeling silly and pleased with himself pierced 
Nikki's eardrums. "It's yours, babe. You can wear it till your birthday, if you like. Or not" Mick fired off a final 
smirk, did up his pants, and slouched off, leaving Nikki still kneeling on the floor, sizing up the toy. A minute or 


two later, he could hear a shower starting. 


Nikki looked down at himself. He picked up his dick, rubbery like a wet noodle at the moment, and tilted the tip 
up enough to view the slit. That was supposed to go in there? It would likely be the nicest ornament he'd ever 
worn - potentially - and he anticipated it would make his bulge look bigger once he was dressed but.. he 
couldn't suppress a shudder, which in turn gave him delightful tingles as a droplet of, was it leftover cum or 
precome? oozed out. That wouldn't be sufficient lubrication Once he and Mick had perused an online catalogue 
of all manner of sex toys and he remembered taking a link to a product that had antibiotics right in it. The 
bottle had a nozzle that reminded him of a whipped cream can. He'd laughed and laughed at the time, to which 
Mick had warned him, "A bladder infection or prostatitis is nothing to poke fun at." It had been sitting on the 
tip of Nikkits tongue to demand how the fuck he knew that, but he'd been too hard to wait for the answer. 


Shrugging, presentiNikki decided he'd best figure out how to talk himself into the thing. Or the thing into him, 
as it were. And he'd been too surprised and speechless a few minutes ago to say thank you. Mick had 


obviously gone through a lot of trouble to have it custom-made. 


Ah, his knees were starting to ache. He stood. His dick was stirring again. 


As expected, he found Mick in the bathroom, naked except for his underwear. Having heard his approach, the 
guitarist had delayed stepping into the shower stall. "You're not wearing it," he said with an edge to his voice, 
eyes flying downwards to crotch level, then up to Nikki's face. 


"Not yet. | remembered that we should use the sterile kind of slick when we.. put it in" 


Mick nodded, and picked up a little bottle that Nikki hadn't noticed from the countertop. "You wanna do it, or 


should |?" 
"You. And Mick.. Thank you. Really. H's scary as fuck, but it's perfect! 
"Yeah. It's the perfect ornament for that thing," his eyes flicked down again, "and totally private." 


Nikki was having the same trouble keeping his eyes away from his man's covered junk. "Sure, if | can keep my 


cock down, once | get used to it." 


"| think you can. On your next birthday, you'll officially be a senior citizen, too.” As in, ‘like me‘. As in, ‘too old to 


get a boner every ten minutes’. 
Nikki's mouth flapped wordlessly, till he managed the predictable, "Fuck that and fuck you, old man!" 
"Same to you, almost- Birthday fucker." 


Moving to sit on the rim of the tub, Nikki pulled Mick into a hug. The skin-on-skin contact and the familiar 
scent of leftover sweat and Mick's woodsy but faint cologne lulled him to comment, more of a question, "The 


only thing | don't really understand is why you'd want to plug me up like this." 


"Piss first if you need to. In fact, you probably should" Mick stepped back and leered at him. "You always did 
like the shower for that, dirty little bitch that you are." 


"You like to watch me do it, though. And that's not an answer." 


"Mmphl I'll like it better later if it gets you to wear your penis jewelry,’ Mick waved a hand in the direction of 
the sink before replacing his palm and spread fingers on Nikki's haunch. "No one controls you, not for long. 
You're not built for it, only ever half trained, too fucking wild. Its temporary, Nikki, and only for me. | haven't 
much time or much of anything left to give you now," Nikki made a disbelieving noise of protest but Mick 
shushed him, "so wear it and remember me." 


"| love you," Nikki croaked hoarsely. He looked up with his shining, piercing eyes. 


"Yeah yeah. | love you too, bitch. Now hurry the fuck up and get in the shower. We've a birthday to finish 
celebrating. Starting with sixty-four spankings.” 


Fin. 


